And my gaze was thronged with the sleepers; no* not
since the world began,
In realms where the handsome were many,  nor in
glamours by demons fiung,
Have faces alive with such beauty been known to the
salt eye of man,
Yet weary with passions that faded when the sevenfold
seas were young.
And I gazed on the bell-branch, sleep's forebear, far
sung by the Sennachies.
I saw how those slumberers, grown weary, there camp-
ing in grasses deep,
Of wars with the wide world and pacing the shores of
the wandering seas,
Laid hands on the bell-branch and swayed it, and fed
of unhtinian sleep.
Snatching the horn of Xiarnh, I blew a long lingering
note.
Came sound from those monstrous sleepers, a sound like
the stirring of flies.
* He, shaking the fold of his lips, and heaving the pillar
of his throat,
Watched me with mournful wonder out of the wells of
his eyes.
I cried, 'Come out of the shadow, king of the nails of
gold!
And tell of your goodly household and the goodly
works of your hands,
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